234        FROM  DRURY  LANE  TO   MECCA

"I hope/' he said, "Allah will let us see you again."
"Inshalla" (I hope), I answered.   Then he embraced
me, and I saw for the last time the Man Born to be
King.   I wonder if he still, as Monarch of Iraq, recalls
our leave-taking in the Mecca Palace.

I also bade good-bye to Syed Mahommed Allowey.
Now that I was going I clearly saw how very sorry he
felt. He gave me messages to take to his friends at
Mafeking and Cape Town, and even to-day, nearly
twenty years after I visited him, pilgrims regularly
bring me greetings from this Matof. That old rascal,
the Sheikh of Zamzam, also came to make his salaam.

Zeara, the farewell visit to all the Holy Places, had
become due. I went again to the shadowy scent-laden
cavern which marked the Prophet's birthplace. I
prayed outside each tomb in Mahomet's family grave-
yard ; I ran once more to the steps where Hagar climbed;
I drank the milky water from her well, and lastly I visited
the Haram, All the ordinary prayers were performed
as usual, but after making the seventh circuit along the
pavement round the Kaaba Temple, I did not turn but
walked backwards out of the Holy of Holies, carefully
feeling for safety with my heels, until the chanting
Mullahs of the cloisters told me I could once more walk
in normal fashion.

Altogether I must have paid several dozen farewell
calls, but as they were nearly all alike, and the conver-
sation was extremely indifferent, I will not set out the
details. Poor old Abdul Mallik, of Cape Town, was,
however, very pathetic. He once more took me out